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Summary:
He was so fucked.

Work Text:
He stared at Ashley’s asleep form for what seemed like an eternity. She seemed almost peaceful asleep on his lap, but he worried.

Her hair was soft against his hands, playing with the strands. Brittle, though: the lack of food was getting to them.

He had wanted to puke when they’d eaten the cultists neighbor, but - but she seemed happy. Which was an odd thing to be when one considered they’d just eaten human meat, but, y’know. Beggars couldn’t be pickers.

It had been disgusting, but that could be blamed on Ashley’s (lack of) culinary talents. And also the fact that Andrew still had blood under his fingernails, and the smell of iron had made it all worse, so maybe it wasn’t that bad. It was the first time in a while his stomach had been full, and the thought of human meat inside it barely revolted him anymore.

Maybe he could deal with it.

He leaned in closer to Ashley, curved around her, and counted the tiny, invisible freckles of her face.

Would it be so bad to give in? Maybe against morals, sure, but it wasn’t like he didn’t love her. Maybe Andrew loved her too much, in fact.

He kissed Ashley’s closed eyelids and straightened up, resting against the couch. He was fucked. Mentally and just in general, he was utterly fucked.

Andrew sighed, and Ashley squirmed, brushing against his cock, and making Andrew, in turn, squirm. He didn’t need that right now, no. Maybe later, during the small sliver of privacy he got while Ashley slept.

God, the idea of Ashley catching him red-handed was actually worse than any feelings he had for her. Andrew would never hear the end of it.

Like she read his mind, Ashley woke up like a hurricane, sitting down too suddenly, as if she’d been awake the entire time. She patted her stomach, and then looked at him with those big wide eyes that showed no innocence whatsoever.

“I’m hungry. We should eat the leftovers.”

“There’s no fucking way you’re hungry, Ashley.” She glared at him, but the idea of reheating that soup sounded good (because the food had meat in it) and like a recipe to vomit (because the food had human meat in it), even if it meant eating Ashley’s disastrous cooking again.

It felt like hunger would never end, like it’d always be gnawing at his belly, begging for even a scrap more, a morsel, anything to make Andrew feel full once more.

“Fine.” He said, and her gaze softened, jumping with terrible glee as she all but flew to the kitchen, the noise of the stove being turned on making Andrew sigh again as he, too, rose to his feet.

His stomach grumbled when he approached, and Andrew wasn’t sure if it was protest or need. He looked over it, and yeah, if he didn’t know that the meat had come from the guy next door, he wouldn’t have guessed.

“It looks worse.” It was a lie, but he was so hungry again. 

Shit. He didn’t want to be hungry because of this.

Ashley looked at him and huffed.

“Then don’t eat, asshole. More for me.” The soup started its roiling boil, pieces of meat floating up and down the surface. “I wish we had salt.”

The smell was tempting. Fuck, maybe he had gone insane with the hunger, after all.

“Me too.” From the cabinets, he removed two clean bowls and spoons, setting them on the counter.  

“Changed your mind, Andy?” Her smirk was too much, but he shrugged as an answer.

“What can I say? It seems your artistry as a soup maker has utterly and completely captivated me.” She beamed at that, and if Andrew’s heart beat faster on his ribcage, no, it didn’t.

“See! I can cook and clean. You should marry me.”

Nevermind.

At night, when sleep evaded him and Ashley drooled over him, Andrew considered getting off. He stared at the old, faded glow in the dark stars in the ceiling, the weight of Ashley on top of him rather enticing, if he was honest. It was the food, he was sure; now that his body had finally some energy and vitamins, it decided to kick-start his libido back up.

That was nice, but also rather inconvenient. He had never done it before - usually he sneaked to the bathroom and did it biting his own hand until he came, as so not be heard -, but now, with his stomach full, laziness had settled over Andrew like a warm blanket.

It would probably be fine. Ashley slept as deeply as a body weighed down with rocks. He could take a peek at her tits from this angle and go from there.

He made a move to paw at his dick, but then, like if she had a sixth sense for moments Andrew would mentally, spiritually, or physically cheat on her on any form (he was going to use her as material, how the fuck did it count? Was it because it wasn’t the real Ashley? His mental Ashley was, in fact, a lot more subdued than the real thing).

“What are you doing?” Caught red-handed, Andrew cursed and removed his hand. God damn it.

“Nothing.” Ashley looked at him, then huffed, climbing atop him, sitting her fat fucking ass on his lap. He hoped she wouldn’t be able to tell he was getting harder.

“Do I have to report my every move to you, Ashley?” He asked, hands going to her hips to innocently stabilize them. If his fingers found a home on the belt loops, well, it wasn’t his fault.

“Yes, especially when I know you’re thinking of other women.” Wrong on every account! Andrew wished he could think of other women! “Who’s it? I knew you were looking at that model on TV too much.”

“You’re insane.” She leaned in closer, which meant her weight sat on top of his cock. It was nice to have some other pressure than the one his left hand could provide, and Andrew squirmed, which only made it feel better, making his face flush with heat.

Ashley squinted, as if aware of his body. She probably was.

“Did your favorite floozy of the month do this, Andy?” Her splayed hands found his chest.

Fuck.

“No?” Because he didn’t have a favorite floozy, he had a girlfriend (past tense, because it wasn’t like Julia was still dating him. Thanks, Ashley!), and he and Julia had fucked maybe three times because in almost every damn occasion they had privacy, it was like Ashley’s Slut Radar picked up the vibe, and she called incessantly until Andrew’s cock was as soft as his spine.

Ashley’s eyes shone at that, disbelief clear on them, and she started bouncing atop of him as she shook Andrew by his shirt, rambling maniacally. He blushed as he was jostled around, trying to bite back moans because if Ashley knew she was all but riding him - and that Andrew was enjoying it, fuck -, he’d never hear the ending of it. 

Cumming comes as no surprise - Andrew threw his head back, dug his fingers into her hips, and let a strangled moan leave his throat -, but the fact it makes Ashley stop bouncing is. 

“Did you…?” Her question trails off, and when she moved slightly just to stick a hand under his pants, touching his cum-covered cock like the concept of shame had never been registered in her brain. Her face when she realized that yes, he had, was of such pure delight that he put a pillow on his face. “Oh, you have! My, my, how nasty!”

“Shut the fuck up.” He groaned, and Ashley giggled, her weight leaving his body. 

“It’s okay, Andy. I’ll keep your secret with me.” She giggled again, as if this wasn’t the worst moment of his life - cannibalism included -, and Andrew, blindly, threw the pillow at Ashley blindly, knowing by her yelp he had hit his target.

He was so fucked.